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L thus for a moment or two, then tiptoed away and sat down
silently beside Aksinia.
" How about you ? " she asked in a burning whisper.
" How did you get here ?  And where have you been all
. this time ?  But supposing they catch you ? "
"I've come to fetch you. I don't think they'll catch
me. Will you come ? "
" Where to ? "
" With me. I've left the band., I was with Fomin, did
you hear ? "
" Yes.  But where can I go with you ? "
" To the south. To the Kuban or farther. We'll manage
to live and get our food somehow or other. I shan't be
ashamed to do any work. My hands are in need of work
and not of fighting. My soul has fallen sick during these
past months. . . . But we'll talk about that after."
" How about the children ? "    .
" We'll leave them with Dunia. Then we'll see later on.
Later we'll take them too. Well ? Will you come ? "
" Grisha. . . . My dearest Grisha. . . ."
" None of that! No tears! That's enough ' We can
cry later, there'll be plenty of time for that. ... Get yourself
ready; I've got horses waiting in a gully. Well, will you
come ? "
" Why, what did you think ? " she suddenly said aloud,
and fearfully pressed her hand to her lips and glanced at
the children. " What did you think ? " she asked again in
a whisper. "Is my life so sweet on my own ? I'll go,
Grisha, my darling. I'll go on foot, I'll crawl after you,
but I won't stay here alone any longer. I cairt live without
you. . . . Kill me, but don't leave me again/'             ^
$he pressed herself passionately against him. He kissed
her and glanced covertly at the window. Summer nights
are short. They must hurry.                                       .
" Perhaps you'd like to He down for a while ? Aksinia
asked.                    ,                               , . , . ,
" What are you thinking of? " he exclaimed in alarm.
" It'll be dawn soon, we must be getting off.  Dress and go
and call Dunia. We'll talk it over with her.  We ^ must
get to Sukhoi dell in the dark. We'll spend the day in th^
wood, and move on at night. Can you ride a horse ?
" Lord, I'd manage anyhow, and gladly on horsebac^